place named of two evocatively idealized place names, must in some way indicate a certain anxiety about its opposite, about los ing the farm, about oblivion; and that "it" is therefore made of the pastness of the present, the presence of pastness, matter and immateriality equally; and that "it" is the matter and, indeed, "it matters." But I have an inkling, or a bias, that this "it," this anony mous identity that is on glorious occasion the poem flickering across an instance of writing, is now and again a troubling object to those who teach and study literature.
If I'm wearing my poet's smock here for a moment, the way it often feels in this garment is that the line in the sand between cre ative writing and literature concerns our respective stances towards "it," and, further, towards "writing it." "And lo," 
